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Extraction from the station occurred without incident. Disabused 
of expectations, we were shielded from all possible 
disappointment, and we congratulated ourselves that in this way 
(as in all things) every possible contingency had been anticipated. 
A quick glance through the portal confirmed the indications 
streaming through the instrumentation, and the descent from the 
narrow — indeed unified — space surrounding the station to the 
lower levels had begun even as we adjusted our straps. Amember 
of the committee observing the descent projecting through a 
graphical representation in his viewer commented upon the rapid 
rate of acceleration, and we congratulated ourselves upon the 
thoroughness of our preparations, though no few of us wondered if 
such discussion was somehow contrary to the spirit of those very 
same preparations, moreover which had so swiftly and safely 
broughtusthisfar. 

The downward-directed sensors began to pick up filaments of light 
that glowed in a variety of hues. There was some little animation in 
their appearance, though the pulsations of light and slowly 
morphing colors were in large part themselves the cause of our 
perception of these motions. Moreover, the filaments were 
themselves parallel to our course of motion, as if projecting from 
the station above us, so we saw them only obliquely, and 
consequently the singular beauty we perceived in their character 
was simply due to optical effects. A member of the committee 
remarked that the over-all consistency and stability in the lights we 
observed was undoubtedly a reflection of the stability of the space 
surrounding the station, to which, notwithstanding our rapid 
motion, we yet remained in close proximity: nonetheless, as we 
descended further there was an increase in both the geometric 
variations in the patterns of the filaments and in the diversification 
of the colors that streamed through them. We passed into their 
midst with the rapidity we had become accustomed to, though the 
buffeting we suddenly experienced was no doubt an indication of 
incipient deceleration; there was a corresponding adjustment in 
our drivers. The buffeting was mitigated and soon became 
imperceptible. 

As we descended along with the progression of the now rarifying 
filaments, the data streaming through the upward-directed sensors 
indicated a spectacle of minute points of brilliant 
luminosity — however separated by the blackness of the vast 
distances that surrounded the light they emitted, and which itself 
was pregnant with a dark matter that registered as a large 
percentage of the great mass of the material that filled, in toto, the 
unbound field of geometricity that now surrounded us. A variety of 
patterns was observed in the placement of the points of light-in 
large part these patterns were an illusion, superimposed, as it 
were, by our perceptions and the action of our lively commentary. 
Very soon now, a surfeit of data was streaming in for analysis. The 
conversation rapidly settled down as we came to understand the 
mundane character ofwhatwe beheld. 

Descending still further, we encountered the outmost limit of this 
new space. The gear extended and there was a soft but firm 
touchdown. As we unfastened the straps, we remarked at our own 
proclivities, classifying ourselves according to our affinity for 
appetite, temper, or reason, and, after some quiet yet reluctant 
discussion, we constructed an over-arching myth that guided our 
thinking as we sought to bring to bear a justice-based system in the 
regulation of our collective activities. The data continued to pour 
though our sensors as we busied ourselves with its analysis, while, 
in our long and often difficult leisure hours, we contemplated the 
nature ofwell-being. 
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we are waiting for the angels 


we have flattened the earth 


in a field that once grew corn 


there we burn fires at night 


so that they can find us 


we sing songs to entice them 


angels ripe with 


gifts in their bellies 


the sky is empty of angels 


we are waiting 





as for him 
i suppose 
he knows 
how long 
it took 
to build a 
road 
running from 
A to B 
over really 
rough 
country 

surprising 
he doesn't 
come out 
now 
and say 
a thing 
or two 
about the 
weather 
in these 
hilly parts 

heavy hilly 
rain drowns 
them all 

red iron 
mud cakes 
their boots 

natural oil 
sticks to 
their souls 

special 
mountain 
winds 
blow their 
cheeks raw 

hands 
them down 
into the 
valleys and 
plains like 



shot crows 

maybe he’s 
sleeping at 
this time 
of the 
year 
and won't 
be caught 
by anyone 
nothing will 
rouse him 

even the 
beautiful 
wife of 
one driller 
is in 

bed at 
this time 

but for 
him i 

doubt if 
she 
really cares 
really 

they have 
a hell 
of a time 
working 
in those 
tunnels 
and 
chancing 
death 
like that 

operating 
large 
machinery 
that might 
go wrong 

they all 
want a 
good meal 


T 


F 


T 


R 


H R R H E 


A E 


M 



S 


G 


T 


E 


M 


A 


N 




N 


L 


CO 

CO 

cn 

o> 

a> 


u 


O (© 

- S 

CO 

- ^ 

- s 

O) 




H O M 


mages of 


afflictions and appendages 


served to remind us 


there's no place like home 
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Low brick walls and dandelion lawns 
Cold blue flickers from behind nets 
Comer shop wrappers litter gutters with Happyshopper colour 
Beercans capture slugs In the long grass 
The dirt of the poor 
Feral children cluster in the streets 
Football decals scuffed blank 
Guttural jabber punctuated by fuck 
The thump of bad music 
Semi detached bellows 
Bare torso skinheads swagger with bludgeon love for teenage girls 
Rickety prams a futureless brood 
Bent elderly push carts and hope they are forgotten 
Memories tarred by now 
Everything Is quiet 
Old brick forever 

This impoverished life costs more than you can afford 
An empty account told 
Cars drive through as fast as the speed bumps will allow 
Escape vehicles gather dust on imaginary book shelves 
They’ve never heard of anywhere else 
There is no exit 
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Secure boundaries hem model homes 

Cold blue flickers from behind elegant veils 

Aspirational flowers tended by day gardeners accrue golden 

Obedient lawns of regulation grass 

A polished veneer 

Orderly children in bedroom windows 
Receive their instruction 
Polite triumphalism follows laughter 
The tap of bad music 
Congratulatory agreement 

On elevated carpets graduates with chiselled teeth hunt a trophy wife 

An oven for paiingenetic inheritance 

Ripe elderly bask warm in satisfied conservatories 

Content with nostaigia 

Everything is quiet 

Uniform forever 

This privileged life costs living aspirations inflated 
Double glazed assurance 

Far away hushed the distant hum of the owned world 
Silver airplanes depart with regularity for the sun 
There are always holidays 
There is no exit 



1 am 

in the universe 

and 

i am myself 

and 

i see a 

reflection of 

myself 

in every person 

and 

in every 

person there is 

a reflection 

of me 

and 

in every person 

there is 


a universe 

but it is 

and 

my 

i contain 

image 

a universe and 

I deal in 

i am a 

when i 

universe 

deal with 

and 

people 

in every person 

and 

there is 

my image 

a universal me 

is reflection 


and 


people are 


by reflection 


and when 


deal in image 


must make 


a clean deal 


“your 


image for my 


image” 
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The man writhed in imaginary pain 
as he hailucinated from biindness. 

His aunt had eaten his eyes years ago. 

He saw her intestines wringing his neck. 

When she biinked, he stared into the abyss 

And it stared back. 

When she opened her eyes, 

He was 


Everything. 



SCUDDING 


MOUNTAINS 


THERE 

ARE 

OTHER 

WORLDS 

WHICH 

LURE 
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DESOLATE 
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COLOURS 
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ACHIEVEMENT 
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Parts of this were broken leading to the big terminai | I awoke 
at morning without life running into the desolate world | In 
the evening I misplaced a restricted area breaking into lines and 
bus routes - the car sped at irregular volumes transcending 
maximum voltage through to the terminals ... an avenue of 
space I I cornered at 78 miles per hour . . . turning the car over 
at Mowall’s Corner . . . without life | I lay down for the night 
under preparation of brass - the broken parts of the cylinder 
. . . small channels . . . rivulets of brass leading to the head where 
the terminals were | I got into the car at once and drove into 


t h e 


b i g 


terminal 
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When the bulging eyes of the transexual samurai in 
the molybdenum corset and enigmatic codpiece first 
rested on the girl in the chrome bikini, his-or-her 
darkly obscene tattoos irradiated into flames and 
her-or-his (which way had it gone?) brain melted into 
honey like the womb of a fertile woman enjoying a 
paroxysmal orgasm. In dreams the samurai pursued 
her gleam through labyrinthine caverns on worlds 
unlit by stars to the innermost bowel of the universe. 
There, in a restaurant with jewel-encrusted 
silverware and hung with early Rothkos, the samurai 
found her. 

At first she eluded her-or-him. At last, he-or-she 
trapped her by the bar. 

How can I be like you? asked the samurai. 

You can't, she replied. We are both surgically 
enhanced, but you have the wrong past. 

Perhaps, said the samurai, we can be lovers. Then at 
least I can bask in your aura. 

No, she replied. I only date hobbits. Rich, elderly 
hobbits, whom I love for their minds as long as they 
have carers to supply their needs. 

After she had gone, the samurai stared for long time 
into the abyss of the Existential Dilemma. 

There seemed, in that moment, to be only one 
answer. But what was it? 

The answer, as is sometimes the case, was in the 
numbers. 


If only life was always that simple. 


launched 
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t h e 
night 
I n 
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hope 
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some of us tried to build an outpost 
from the discarded mirrors and monuments 
of an ersatz civilisation 


due to an engineering error, the horizon 
collapsed under the weight of our shanty town 


I was out foraging for spare parts at the time 


most of the other colonists were not so lucky 


even 

over 

hungry hills 

he does 

not wake 

sufficiently 

to release 

them 

from their tasks 

his drilling 

mechanisms 

are hypnotic 

their 

routines 

take them 

further 

into the 

mountain face 

than man 

has 

ever bawd 



they 

control 

their tools 

with 

old familiarity 
like 

their wives 

endless 

chatter 

into the rock face 

with 

their 

hard-pricking 

drills 

i t 

takes 

quite some 

men 

to hold 

all that 

noise 
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DREAMED 

OF A 

GIANT 

M r . T 

HEAD 

ON THE 

MOON 

LOOKING 

DOWN 

PITYING 


S 


5603949210 


85132805195957 

10744529709100451437 

LIFE IS UNTIDY 

WHEN THE UNIVERSE 

FADES 

INTO ITS INEVITABLE 

OBLIVION 

THE REMAINING 

EMPTINESS 

INFINITE IN EVERY 

DIRECTION 

WILL BE PERFECTLY 

SYMMETRICAL 

THERE WILL BE 

NOWHERE 

FOR GOD TO HIDE 

BE AFRAID GOD 


5472955101009100364957 

763905472955101005933025095451354 






nderness 


P u 


n c h 


a f f e c I i 0 


s 


b 


e 


r e s s e s 


c 0 


s i 0 n 


s 0 


y 


f u c 


k 


r o 


a n c e s 


i n V a s 


g 


entleness 


h 


a 


s h 


c y 


lubrication 


ping 


table 


THE 

STANDS 

HOLDING 

H 1 S 

GLINTS 

H E 

STAND 

OLDING 

H 1 

LINTS 

E M 

E STAN 

L D 1 N G H 

H H 

1 N T S 0 

M A 

E R STA 

1 N G HIS 

H A 

NTS 0 

A D 

ERE ST 

N G HIS 

HAN 

T S ON 

D S 

E R E C S 

G HIS S 

AND 

S 0 N H 

s u 

ERECT 

HIS SC 

AN 

ON HI 

S U R 

1 E R E C 

HIS S C A 

1 A 

ON HIS 

R G E 

IN ERE 

IS S C A L 

1 S 

N HIS 

GEO 

IN E R 

S SCALP 

1 S 

HIS S 

EON 

MINE 

SCALPE 

S 1 

HIS S M 


HI IN 

SCALPEL 

S T 

IS S M 0 


HIS IN 

CALPEL 

S T 1 

S SMOO 


HIS 1 

ALPEL 0 

T 1 L 

SMOOT 


U HIS 

L P E L OF 

1 L L 

SMOOTH 


UN HIS 

PEL OF 

L L , 

M OOTH 


U N D HI 

EL OF S 

L L 

OOTH S 


UNDE H 

L OF SI 

A L 

0 T H SI 


UNDER 

OF S 1 L 

A N 

T H S 1 L 


UNDERG 

OF S 1 L V 

AND 

H S 1 L V 


N D E R G R 

F S 1 L V E 

AN 

S 1 L V E 


DERGRO 

SILVER 

T A 

SILVER 


ERGROU 


T H 

1 L V E R 


RGROUN 


THE 

L V E R B 


GROUND 


T H 

V E R B R 


G RO U N 


L T 

E R B R 0 


C GROU 


L 1 

R BROW 


CA GRO 


L 1 G 

BROW. 


C AV G R 


1 G H 



CAVE G 


G H T 



WHILE 

LIKE 

H E 

AND 

LIKE 


W H 1 L 

1 K E 

H 

N D 

L 1 K 


T W H 1 

K E A 

C 

D T 

A L 1 


TH WH 

E A 

C U 

T H 

A L 


THE W 

A S 

U T 

THE 

K A 


THE 

A ST 

T S 

HEN 

K 1 A 


D THE 

STA 

S . 

E N , 

K 1 S 


DR T H 

S T A T 

S 

N , 

KISS 


D R E T 

T A T U 

T 

, T 

1 s s , 


D R E A 

AT U E 

T H 

T H 

1 s s 


DREAM 

T U E , 

H R 

T H R 

1 1 s 


R E A M 1 

U E , 

RO 

R 0 U 

1 s 1 


E A M 1 N 

E , H 

0 U 

O U G 

1 s 


A M 1 N G 

. H 1 

U G 

UGH 

R 1 S 


AMIN 

H 1 S 

G H 

G H 

R E 1 


A AMI 

H 1 S 

G 

H A 

REV 


AN AM 

1 S B 

S 

A 

REVE 


ANA A 

S B R 

S 0 

A B 

EVEA 


A N A E 

B R E 

0 F 

B L 

VEAL 


A N A E S 

BREA 

F T 

B L 0 

E A L E 


N A E S T 

RAT 

F 

LOO 

A L E D 


A E S T H 

E AT H 

S 

O O D 



E S T H E 

A T H - 

S H 

0 D Y 


A 

S T H E T 

T H - B 

H 1 

D Y 



T H E T 1 

H - B A 

1 N 

Y W 


B 

H E T 1 S 

- B A L 

N 1 

WO 


E 

E T 1 S T 

BALL 

N G 

WOU 


A 

E T 1 S 

A L L 0 

N 

0 U N 


T 

W E T 1 

L L 0 0 

M 

U N D 


1 

N 

WA ET 

LOON 

M U 



WAT E 

OONS 

U S 



G 

WAT C 


S C 




WATCH 


C L 



H 

ATC H E 


L E 



U 

T C H E S 


E S 



M 


It has been three winters since I became the last man on Earth 


We had thought it was the flu 
Then it got worse 
Everyone died 

Most peopie died at home in their beds 
Asphyxiated with their throats swollen shut 
A quiet extinction 

For some reason i aione got better 
It did not seem iike a biessing 

There is no reason to stay anywhere in particular 
So I walk onwards 
To nowhere in particular 

Once I got so lonely that I broke into a house 
Once 

I stayed for days 

Watching a home movie that I found 
Again and again and again 
Her smile was a comfort 
Until her smell drove me away 

I cannot go into their houses now 
The smell is unbearable 
I stay outside aiways 

It was almost Christmas when first i saw him 
Another survivor 
Always in the distance 
Aiways waiking away 

Perhaps it had been so long we had both forgotten how to be human 

I wondered who he was 
I imagined him in nearby towns 
Feeding from cans and stale packets 
Living much like me 
If you can even call this living 

I think of him everyday 
I imagine that he thinks of me too 
It's scary sometimes 

There was no future 

No new Adam and Eve to begin again - but a terminal Adam and Adam 





At least now we would not be alone 






hospitalisations 



in the city of 
purple 
towers 

the poor live 
in the sky 

the air is 
thinner there 

and falls are 
fatal 


in the city of 
purple 
towers 

the suburbs 
are colour-coded 

it makes 
delivery easier 


in the city of 
purple 
towers 

the sewers 
are clogged 
with fat 

but It isn't polite 
to mention this 
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MAYBE 
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ARE 

WAITING 
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CONTROL: (expletive deleted) 


(silence) 


CONTROL: OPERATIVE-7, CAN YOU GAUGE THE EXTENT OF THE MANIPULATION 


OPERATIVE-7: NEGATIVE. OUR ABILITY TO DO THAT WAS THE FIRST THING THAT WAS MANIPULATED 


(silence) 


CONTROL: OPERATIVE-7, CAN YOU REPEAT PLEASE 




EVERYTHING 


COMES FROM A 

VACUUM 

EVERYTHING 

RETURNS TO A 

VACUUM 

IN BETWEEN 

THERE IS 

SOMETHING 


BUT 
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much 


of what 


there is 


to see 


have 


n o t 


seen 


much 


of what 


saw 


have 


forgotten 
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